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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Author of the following Verſes ſtates a compariſon | 
between the elegant Hiſtorian to whom they are addrefſed and 


Livy. Both writers are diſtinguiſhed by the muſic of their | 
periods, and their Mill in pathetic deſcription. The Roman 
hiſtorian is alſo eminent for his attachment to the cauſe of | 
liberty. Nor is there any reaſon to apprebend, from the | 
writings of the Engliſh hiſtorian, that his principles are 
oppoſite. Yet the hiftory he has promiſed of Britiſh America, 
is, in this reſpect, become exceedingly critical. Therefore the | 
Author of the following Epiſtle, anxious for the fame of a 
Writer whom he reſpectt, and for a cauſe which he thinks | 
equitable, hopes he has not tranſgreſſed againſt propriety, in | 


baxarding what has the appearance of an admonition. The | 
Verſes were written ſome time ago, and are now offered 10 the | 


Public with the greateſt deference. 
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Sor as the gentle dews of even 
' Deſcending from the gate of heaven, 
Commuthon'd timely to diſpenſe 


On earth, their healing influence, 


Reviving many a penſive flower 


That ſuffer d by the noen-tide hour: +. 


Like dews or foft deſcending f ſnows. 
Thy taneful elocution flows.— 
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What words of power, what lucky ſpell 


And yield thee that immortal lore 
She to the Paduan dealt of yore“; 
Yield to thy hands the golden key 
That opes the fount of melody ö 


Nor only thine the tuneful art | 
Thine too the power to melt the heart 
Yet, teacher of the times to come, 
Why would'f thou mitigate the doom 
Or veil th indelible diſgrace, 
The portion of that lawleſs race, 

Iberia's unrelenting brood, #2 tn 

Who drench'd their fangs i in Indian blood? 
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Ye natives of the weſtern wild 
Where nature with indulgence ſmil'd, 
By Oronoko's rapid ſtreams, 

Or where the Orellano gleams 

Far ſeen, from Andes lofty brow 

In many a wilderneſs below; 

Or ye who pac'd the Cuban ſhores, 
And where the chaff'd Atlantic roars 
Mid Carribzan Iſles; to you 

I give my tears: a tribute due; 

Due for your griefs and the diſgrace 


Incurr'd by our rapacious race. ; 


Blameleſs amid Elyſian climes, 
Remote from Europe and her crimes 
Peaceful ye liv'd ; till from afar 
The Miniſter of impious war, 

By av'rice prompted, ſwoln with pride 


Th' Iberian plow'd the weſtern tide. 
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Ah me! what prodigies foretold 
A perfod to your age of gold! 
What awful indications roſe 
Prophetic of approaching woes ! 
Fearful ye ſaw the mountain quake, 
Saw the foreboding iſlands ſhake, 


Pale inauſpicious ſuns ariſe, 
Direful eclipſes veil your ſkies, 
Your ſkies exhibit fields of blood, 
While voices from the roaring flood, 


With rumours, figns and viſions drear, 


Warn'd you of de ſolation near. 


No more beneath the citron grove 
Warbling the melodies of love, 
Will ye 1n blameleſs paſtime gay 
Enjoy your inoffenfive day. 
The fable hours are on the wing; 
Soon will your vallies ceaſe to ang ; 


Soon 
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Soon will che voice of weeping riſe, | 
And imprecation rend the ſkies. 


The Spoilers come]! Will ye receive 
Them kindly ? And their need relieve ? 
Ah me! in other guiſe will they 
Your hoſpitable aid repay. 

O foul of manners! foul of heart 

Ne'er will th' inhuman crew depart, 
Ne ier till they ſpoil the peaceful ſhade ; 
Bare, unprovok'd, the deadly blade ; 
With carnage heap the recking ſhore 
And ſteep their hands in Indian gore.— 
No! never can repenting Spain 
Palliate her crime; efface the ſtain 
Contracted by the blood ſhe ſpilt; 


Or expiate her enormous guilt. 
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Nor yet invidious will the Muſe 


The guerdon of renown refuſe 
Purchaſ'd by merit : but with Joy 


Would every tuneful note employ 
One Spaniard to redeem, and name 
Las Cafas genuine heir of fame. 
Full many a faintly tear he ſhed 
While the poor captive Indian bled. 
Anxious to fave the placid race 


And ſhield Iberia from diſgrace, 
He ſtrove with many a gentle art 


To mitigate the ngid heart— 
Alas! th' inſatiate love of gain 
Had ſear'd the rigid heart of Spain. 


Thou who ſhalt ſpeak to future times, 
Abhorrent of inhuman crimes, 
Wipe from thy page, one ſtain, the fame 


To men of execrable name 


Given 
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Given raſhly ; and with cenſure due, 
Condemn that foul flagitious crew 
By whom no gen'rous tear was ſhed! 
By whom th' unpitied Indian bled. 


Hiſtorian of ſurpaſſing {kill 
To guide our feelings by thy will, 
Thee a more arduous taſk abides 
To paint the tempeſts and the tides 
Of faction; and the mutual rage 
Of brethren that fierce conflit wage.— 
And can Britannia's ſons, poſſeſs d 
With frenzy, ſtab a brother's breaſt ? 
With unbecoming ſtupor gaze, 

Nor grieve while kindred cities blaze ? 

Their hands in bloody carnage ſteep 

While widows mourn and orphans weep 

Or why, indelible diſgrace ! 

Will they provoke the ſavage race? 
D 
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Their brethren wantonly expoſe 
The prey of unrelenting foes; 
Nor feel one ſoft emotion riſe 
While ſhrieks and wailings pierce the ſkies ? 


Ah! who is ſhe of helliſh brood 
I ſee her garments dropping blood ; 
With livid fire her eye-balls glare, 
A ſerpent hifſes in her hair ; 
| Behold her reeking dagger gleams ; 
Earth trembles as the fury ſcreams ! 
| Fierce Civil Rage avaunt! too well 
| We know thee, progeny of hell. - 


Why would not Britain gently bind 
| In cords of love the willing mind? 

| Reclaiming with indulgence mild, 

I treſpaſſing, the recreant child ; 


Proud 
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Proud of her offspring, and their zeal 
For freedom and a public weal? 


If bold in active virtue, they 
Enjoy the vivifying ray 

That holy liberty imparts, 

And feel her ſpirit in their hearts, 
Powerful their birth- right to defend, 
Why ſhould they even to Britain bend? 
Becauſe their fathers boldly dar d 
Encounter unknown perils, bar'd 
Their boſom to the ſtormy blaſt, 
Plow'd undiſmay'd the billowy waſte, 
And ſcorn'd the rage of winds and waves, 
Were they to be accounted ſlaves? 
Becauſe the howling deſart wild 

By them like blooming Eden ſmil' d, 
And dreary waſtes, where ſerpents lay 
Sequeſter d from the eye of day, 
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By them the yellow harveſt bore, | 
And culture's lovely raiment wore, 
Where many a thriving city roſe, 
Were they to be accounted foes ? 


As thou would'ſt prize immortal fame 
Be careful of their growing name ; 
Elſe will the Muſe lament for dear 
Is freedom to the Muſe that e er 
She fed thee with ambrofial ſhowers, 
| Receiv'd thee in her bliſsful bowers, 
And gave thee of the blooms that blow + 
Where Aganippe's fountains flow: 
Or may with rigorous command : 
Reclaim from thy reluQant hand, 
Her gift miſuſ'd, the golden key 
That opes the fount of melody. 
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The time will come, prophetic Muſe ! 
If right I ſcan thy radiant hues, 5 
In climes beyond th' Atlantic main; 
There freedom ſhall abide, and wrath 
Shall flouriſh in immortal youth. 

No Gothic Lord, no deſpot EF 

To forge the galling fetter dare; 
But thence deliv'rers of mankind, 
To heal their wounds, their chains unbind, 
Heros ſhall iſſue, and caſt down 


Deſpots and ſeeperes of renown. 


| Thou who ſhall ſpeak to future times 


Forgive the boldneſs of my rhymes, 
Anxious, in every glorious line 

| To link the Paduan's fame with thine. 
Like his thy elocution flows 

Gentle as ſoft deſcending ſnows : 
WE: 
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Like him, thou haſt the winning art 

To captivate and melt the heart: 

And O! like him, defend the cauſe .- 
Of freedom and her righteous laws. 

For he, even when Octavius rul d 


In virtue's lore maturely ſchool de 


Spake the bold language of the free 


Proud of his Patavinity*. ir wont gh need 


R * 


* Proud of his i Pein. 


2 il 


Ivy was charged with Pativinity by the Critics of his own time. It is ſome- 
| what fingular, however, that they have given us no diſtin& explanation of tlle 


term. This obſcurity has occaſioned many diſputes among later Critics. As 


Livy was born at Padua, and not at Rome, ſome  Wrizers have ee 


that the charge of Patavinity related to 1 uſe of 2 phraſes, fn 


de forms 


of ſpeech unuſual among other elegant authors Ocher⸗ Critics again have mair- 
tained, and among them are perſons of conſiderable name, that the term Pata. 


vinity related to Livy's political principles. The city of Padua was warmly 
attached to the fide of freedom; and conſequently embraced the intereſts of 


Pompey. Livy, educated in theſe ſentiments, expreſſyd them in his works. 


Thoſe who paid court to the Cæſars conſidered this, it is ſaid, as y blemiſh; and 
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accounting for theſe prepoſſeſſions of the ' Hiſtorian b by his habits of thinking 


cantrafted in his native city, they termed: their charge Patavinity. 
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Nor could Octavius ſcorn the page“ 
Inſtructive of a recreant age; 

Nor griev'd to hear him boldly praiſe 
The principles of former days ; 

To hear him with perſuaſive art 

The priv ledges of men aſſert. 


* Nor could O&avius ſcorn the page.” 

It appears from Tacitus that Livy had ſo highly extolled the character of 
Pompey, in that part of his hiſtory which is now loſt, that Auguſtus, when he 
read it, called him a Pompeian. © Titus Livius eloquentiæ et fidei præclarus 
in primis Cn. Pompeium tantis laudibus tulit, ut Pompeianum Auguſtus eum 
appellaret ; neque id amicitie eorum fecit. ANNAL. L. IV. cap. 34- 
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